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w} *u rnurh aa where we plant our stepa. Ah!
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ON THE
giron n chance le drn*«. onclusions coiu'erninc
.he difi'icuitios of directorship b| B. Rankin
Draw.

\Se eren examinod several doaan "oatre r«,,>
during the lanehaon hour at a lostauraitt
the studio. We noted many o.ld eatinr*

tnotione an.l leamed several new an.l intlfcata
-v glipO.

Extre people" are, for the moel parl. pc
who take minor part.s. They become

jurieo, mobs. armies, ainlionces and crowdv
lupernumarariee are paid $2.50 a day.

and th.-y loTO their art.

l/ost the stipeml of the lUper ihould lure the
oadv to make application for work as a

portioo of an army or other gathering
roen purpoeei, 1 will explain that there

nre ii On the Urary, there aie

waiting lista at all itudioe. The competi
is extrcmely keen.

rhere was ¦ time when the owner of a

.. pably broken noee or a pair of well arehed
mld woure work at once as iv supcr. He

was a "typo." Rut that day has pnaaod. Kven
« man with so distinctivp a property as a glaai

I mld probably find that hundreds of per
.. well off had already put in ap
.;;tii <: their qunlifieation.

Every one who leeki opportunity ni the Vi
.acraph itudio il listed. His name. height.
weight, previous eondition of scrvitu.io, impei

DI and Anger prints are indexed on a

card which is filed for referrnce.
"We have hundreds of anplications on file."

said Mr. Shaw, whom we met at the studi".
"All kinds of people want to work in tne

'movies': Dcmocrats, chaufTeurs, Raptists,
writers. Socinlieta, artist^.even messenprr

"Great hfe," I suggested.
"Full of action," paid Mr. tShaw, "and ail

that sort of thing, you know."
Mr. Shaw i:;trpduccd us to Mr. Bacon, one

of the galaxy of press agents; and Mr. Bacon
took us to lunch nt Avery's rcstaurar.t, just
nerOM the street from the picture plant. It

ere that we saw the "extra people." Also
H a number of directors.

The life of a director must be particularlv
exhilarating. Imagine tenching a company
bow to act in a grand banque: sccne at the
palace of the Otar. and then going over to

¦Xvery's for a couple of errps. face up. and a

jp of coffee'.
"Jf this were only breakfast," said Mr. Ba¬

con genially, a- we sat ourselves at a table.
ald begin with a serial."

We though". it best to make no eomment.

During luneheon Mr. Bacon told Ul all about
Itudio conditions. He got all wrought up
about the morale and the morality of picture

ere.
"A lol Of untrue stuff hai been writtet.

'movie' nctors and actics^es," said he.
ead some of the pipes that are publiehed

-ne might think that 'movie' stars did nothing
.r eoektaill and strive for Kpeed."

"This. then. is not the truth?" said I, with ¦

rising inflection.
rtail y not." said he. "It may be so tn

some itudioe, but here in the Kast the morality
I a picture plant is 'way up in the .1n0

He then told us a number -'f "she's-awfully
".-her-folks" itoriei nbeut netreeeee so

prominent on the screen that one wouldn't sup-

they would e\en speak to their pnrente.
I must say that tho greateit dolicaej pre

in handling the lilm. The giaateet prude
COUld not bicker aliout that. It il gner

.ould almost jret there in a jump or two.

The more acile pre-s llightly ahead; our line
icated Already breathi come

short and lungs are pantinjr.
Caraaa, patapatapa- It is for us. What

a shame! Kvcrything was going so well.
"Ab, the awine!" rurses the furrier at my

right
Il he. wounded? Rut no; with a regular

movement, his teeth clenched, controlling his

th, he runs on a-id I follow three yards be
hind. Hc has pulled down hii enp over hi
.,!¦. and has thereby given himself a more

ifying nipeet
('arraaa. carraaa We bend our heads low

under the aiuall. The bullete ling about our

ears like a swarni of angry borncts. Bj what
c)e can one stand eri-ct in such a storm!

Tho adjutant falls. ris.s and runs off limp
:ng; no doubt hc is wounded in Ihe le;,-. The
lieuter-ant has his arm piarced by a hall, hut
marches on, reverthcless. Ifen fall witho.it

,- what hits them.

our spirit il OOl broken. 'I he captain.
i ijm ¦. I ..- pe erying w-ith a hoarec eoice: "Foi
ward." 1 iv.- men run with him; two of them
are trumpeters.
Only twenty, fifteen. ten mrtres. We are

¦houting demons, furies nnlootod, dart

ing lir.c* fate. Rut they have nol waited for us.

They flee toward the houscs.
Kalted, itretched in their places, we shoot

Some of them lenp
.:.c walli 11 Ihe gardeaa, lloal of them

run down the streit facmg Bl a sticet pe'-

pendicuiar lo thc two principal strects of the
ai.d rush into the open houses. From

the windows, the embrasures, the anglcs an.i

tha doorwajn they fire at us. We repiy.
No more feverishnesa now.an astonishing

calm. the clearness of action. The reflexes of

our physicai efforts guide our movements ai

give them precislon. Vottf bodies at least are

-pread o.er the open ppaee before us; some of

Ihe wounded eeek eower from whkh to Ore
again. <>ur bulleti itreteh them in the mud.

Little by little we regain our breath and

ially( In the shelter of the trcrs. At the end of
.he street a (ierman company dehourhes. A

i,e'li.-h fire receives it; it ad\anccs, ne-.erthe

ropping its dead by
Wenianurnvreoui n.er. mON rapidly. Tluir

hrst ranki are wiped out Thep g» onder;
iho.se who follow fall; hut they keep rommg

linally their chicf fall.-. a Ull dcvil of an pfll
¦¦rr who almost scraped the house walls with

his gestures. A new volley f< ils seven or eight
men. Thia time they itOg, hoeltate a second
and retreat under 001 I r'

TRAIL OF THIi FILM
Bt THOMAS Tt IIOYNE.

The trials of a movic heroine do not end with the camera.

itha of deveioper, "hypu" in a

<lark room so dark that one need feel OO shame
at rabbering erith the nni:ed cye.

While we were in the drying room on an

sfter-luncheon tour of Inspection an n

arord that Mr. Drew was going forth inte the
heart of Brooklyn lo lake flOSM open-air pict-
ures. We were invited tO go along, and we

hurried down into the courtysrd, where s

covey of taxicahs and motor cara was al". i*

to take wing.
Going out to pet open-air pictures Ifl not «o

aimple sa it aounds. lt requirea nn enormoua
amount of preparation. and there is much
e:<!ra expense aftached to the work. Th- item
for taxical. hire aifno must he intenai ar.

noying. About the c;imr number of vehicles
ia required as for a modesl funeral.

In thr first car rode Mr. Drea Mr. Hill and
\ .. *-

... ;i whieh were

two camera men. with the camera and
bstchee of film. On top of the tsxi ¦ eollap

.. platform waa tied with rope. Th:
to i»e aed up when needed a1- a pedestsl for 'ne

camera and its operafor.

the third car her own rode AnitS
Stewart, one of the queens of the fillumB. With
her was Julia Swayne Gordon. Next came a

.axicah inrtosing aAndew RaacWf and l-'ran*

Wupperman, made up as a man of years and

B youth. isepeetively. Behind them came a

laxicali eontaiaing the assistant director and
two neton made up as polieemen.

During the ridfl to tho scene of action Mr.
Drew exfilained that the two preat difticulties
about outfloor work are the lij*ht and the ir-

-fandcr<;. The Istter gather by the

cross whenever a motion picture camera is

ad up.
T.'it the crowds in Brooklyn," aaid Mr.

]>rew. "are more considerate than they are in
Manhattan. Here they seldom rrfu.-o to stand

l the way of the camera.

"Tho light givea us most of our troubles. If
uncertain aa th" westher report."

The eortego drew up at the curb in front of

a brownatone house in s side street. Before
the photogrspherfl eould unlimber the camera

lerfl began to stand hy. Thev

representsd all sgss. On the ootskirtfl of the
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crowd I counted no less than six baby car-

riaR-ep. three of them parked lo eapnettf wi'h
' wins.
The innate desire to rubber. which streU-hes

the ruriosity in all of us, is the enlp explnna
tion for the gpthoringi ef iane enl tanderi
around a "movie" camera. Nothing can be

poorer as a ipeetacle than the taking of out¬

door picture-. The innoeent hystanders see

only blte of upruahing, dramatir < Iimaxes that
culminate days later in the studio, beyond
their range of vision.

Revolver in hand, a "movie" actor may da*h
wildly lata a house while tho camera grind*.
Rut that's all the bystander fices. It is verv

unsatisfying. Such scenes are no more than

promissory notes in melodramatic thrill. whkh
do not c.mo to matunty until thirty or si.\\\

dnyi later, when they are paid in full on the
screen.

The scenes which were made there in Rrook

iyn concerned the doings of Diana Pearson.
heroine in a newspaper melodrama. Mr. Ran
dolf is the villain in the piece, posing as the
father of Frank Wupperman, who has never

seen his real I line opportunity for a puni
father.

Mr. Raadolf is the Paril manager nf a news

paper. He romes to thc I'nited States and to

thii very house in Rrooklyn, in front of which
.he hystanders have gathered. and enters it.

Julia Swayne Gordon is the woman who has
been foully deaerted in Paris. i-'he follows Mr.

Raadolf to this house in Brooklyn, and she
enters it. I am told that when she enters the
house she Is seiied by tha wicked Mr. Randolf,
bound hand and foot and hurled into the cel-

lar. This would have been worth star.ding by
to nee, but it will not l>e done until next week

m the studio.
Anita Stewart, who Is a reporter, then come-

to the house; 6he enters. I am told that she

also is bound hand and foot and hurled Into
the cellar by the evil Mr. Randolf. This bind-

ing and hurfing also will be enacted next week
in the studio.

Mr. Wupperman was to arrive and do eome

rescuing. However, he didn't. He told me

.onfldentially that he had been riding around
m the ta.xi for four days, ready to do the res

cuing at a second's notice when (he time wai

ripe.
Before the camera men had their machir.e

ready the whole street was filled with innoeent

nystanders. A fatal accident eould not have
drawn a more interested or critical crowd.

"Anniel" cried a fat woman in the front
row. "Annie! Quick!"
The crowd was shaken from its outer circle,

and Annie. who looked like a whole neighbor-
hood herself. broke through the line?.
"Pooh!" she sneered. "They had a patrol

and eight policem"n here a touple of week^

ago."
A woman appearcd suddenly in the parlor

window of the house next door to the house of

mystery. She was within rar.ge of the eamera.

"Get out of that window!" shouted the as-

sistant director. waving his arm violently at

her.
The woman folded her arms and looked the

amera indignantly in the eye. She knew her

rights as a householder to look out of her own

window
The director decided to go ahead in spite of

the tierce woman in the window, and nodded
te the photographer, who t.egan to turn the

Ciank of his camera.

One of the taxicabs drove carefully up to

the curh, stopping so that his front off wheel

"Advance. The bayonet'" ,-houts the cap¬
tain.
We nse. arms up. Then the twn tumpeters.

the veins of their necks standing out. stir our

hearts with the ardent notcs of the charge. A

fury. an heroic intoxication. mounts to our

heads. We run like a v.aterspout up the nar-

row street, in the buzzing of bullets, toward
the clamors which reach us.

Into the low houscs. into the wide-open
stables, into the gardons our men rush by twos

and threes. They come out with red bayonet.-.
themoetree eovered with blood. One hears
:ies of terror, cries of death. .N'o longer gun
shots- harsh oaths, stampings, the noise of
overturned furniture, the crashing-in of doors.
.lashings of steel, heavy collisions, rapid ...

and waraiaga aad domlaating all the itrident
notes of tiie charge. causing down there a

panic which we divine.

Without his coat, his cap torn, his eyes hulg-
ing from his head. eOling with sweat. his hand<
full of blood, M-appears at the d"or of the
house, stops a second, unloosens his cantecn
and drir.ks eageily, supporting himself on hi*

gun.
We have just imprisoned three Germans la

a little buiiding.some men of my squad and I.
As I pass him he says: "It il good going I

have just smashed three in there. Listen to

me! They squeal like pigs. They don't know
how to die!"
From all the houses where silenee now reigns

our men emerge. HOM wounded, without kepis,
without knapsacks, without coats. One of them
even has stripped off hil coat and works with
his shirt sleeves rolled up to his elbows.

Making our way among tha corpses which
encumber the earth, leaping over heads, backs
and legs, we reach the end of the street, when
a German machine gun section arrivei with it->

mitrailleuse.
"Pechere!" as M I] -¦ They have not

time to turn their piece before we are 00 them.
Two minutes of hand-to-hand fighting and
twenty men fall. dicembowelled or crushed, at

the foot of the upset machine gun. Two or

three Germans escape. astonished that we do
not even try to kill or capture them
Some corpses strew the street into which we

debouch. A house is burning and sending out

a denee smoke. The frightened piekelhauhcs
flee into the alleys, into the stables and among
the walls of the gardens. An irregular .

lade extends on all side-.
Far down in the villagc. behind a barncade

of upturned wagons, harrows, mowers, har-
rote, si.rne dermans still hobi out.

"Oh. look, fcmma. She's one of
them movic actors!"

. reaehed a chalk mark that had 00H 'ir.. "-»

by Mr. Drew. 1 he intiocent hystanders gasped
w;fh excitement. Mr. Bandr.'.f pot out of the

taxi, paid the chauffeur and Wflflli op pMO
into the house of mystery.

That was all.
The camera was readjusted, ar,d M««

don drove up in a taxi. The innoeent br.

gtanders strained forward increduloi.lv. Sha

got out, paid the chauffeur snd wenl into Hkf
house.

That *Aas all.
Paying off ..hauffeur-, ifl the arsfa Snd we'

of "movie" drama. Thou*-ands of d'>llar<

chanpe hands in this way on the 8creen.

The camera »a- reset. and Anita Stowar*
showe.l how a reporter, in mo'i^r

picture lard. CSU St a pri natS 00*0, He*
demonptration was rich in -uppestiop. fo- ?

bill collector.
First she wrenched a? the doori-el! like ma--;.

Then she tried t<» forflS open the door. Ther
she wrenched at the heli apain. The butk*-
opened the door and itsppod Ottt to refu e hr-
admittance. She li-tened fu*-tively. Suddenlv
she darted by the butler into tb* hou.-e.

I expected tn see her OOflM fiying Ott1 through
a window, but she didn't. The photopraphe-*
,-topped prindinp at hifl camera.

That was all.
An cnthusiastic crowd of boys applauded

heartily at the conclusion of the seene and
crowded around Miss Stewart's car.

"She don*t pet no -aiary like ('harlie ^hap-
lin." yelled one.

"Aw. what ai.-*- you know about it?" cried
another.

"I guesa I know' \-. her!"
"Aw. a-t her youi
Miss Stewart owered in her car and !oo>l

as if she felt that even populanty can pal!.
It had hecome vtry cloudy, and Din

Drew decided he would attempt no more pict-
ures that day.

"Fire! fire! Kire at will'" criefl the captair.
The enemy fall like flies. S.mie turn. kneel

on the groandi and reply.
"Forward, children! With tlafl bsyOfltStl 'I'he

trumpets. there. the trumj
Where are tllOSfl smundrels?
We launch a new attr.ck At the same MM

stant from ;. .vindow which is op-ened violentlv
appears tlie figure of Lngname, tho trumpeter
of the 3rd, a Cettoifl of the p'ire<-t strain, who
starts blowinp a de.-perate charpe.

All the obstactafl in frcnt of us are splr.,
smabhed. flWSpt away OT turned with their
daws toward the open eountry. Bealing, de«
moliahing thc harricade. our lomrade.s |oia u-,

with cries of joy. ln proups f.irmed at baisrd
we peaetaTSte everywbere. There is not a noolr,
or corner whieh ifl not vi-ited. K\ery one who
defends him.-clf ifl killed; those who surrender
are quickly broujflu forth.

One sees now rn!y blue lega (Franckki
Havinp completely scoured it, we arrived at tha
end of the villape. where some shot* still re-

i-ound and some eriflfl from the <kpth- of tha
booseSa
A few (ierman.-. without arms, run into tha

open lields, pursucd hy our bullets. Our offi¬
cers try to rally their men in ine fljMflt of ihe
confusion and pHe-mok of the battle.

In the coi*rt yard of ¦ farm are .-ilrea'-.*-
collected more than three hundred prisoners.
livid, trembling, dejected. They are intrusted
to a puard .the fnrrier and twenty men. Thev
will be well pua-

I brinp him three from a little side stroe'.

My mouth ifl parched. He hand- me his .-an

teen.
"l»on't you think," be says whiie I dnnk.

"don't you think we pot them? The pipa! Look
at them! Are they etuck up now?"

But what is that? Vrrr, V'rrr. baaun The
ohells which reply. They are firing on our vil¬
lape, parbleu!
The captain arriv«>.-. <m a run "(orporal.

what are you duinp there, Nom de !>ieu? I* ind
the commandunt and get orders!"

I start on a run. but where? The <*n-o

mandant! Where ifl he? Corpae.s. corpse*, at
each step; wounded who proan; helmets, havnr-
sacks, canteens, puns; hlood ev«-rywhere, or. the
walls, on the doors, on the pavements, on the
earth in brown streaks; lamenUtions, appeals,
commands, names hurled into the air; coni

rade.s who bind their wounds. who sc-ek for the
surgason, dragpinp a lep. an arm in a sling.
A trumpet sounds re-as*cmhly. I hurry; 1

a»k evarywhere: "Tha lommandant? Where
ik th" C.ommandant?"


